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like water to a weary soul 
by Anonymous 


Summary 


Lambert finds some unexpected company in a bathhouse. 


Notes 


Prompt: 





u 


(Links to both Alzur's Legacy - The Witcher & The Witcher: Nightmare of the Wolf 


See the end of the work for more 


Lambert jerked his eyes up to study the intricately tiled ceiling of the bathhouse. 
Fuck. 


He hadn't meant to stare, he really hadn’t. But they were both just so godsdamn beautiful and his 
eyes kept straying back to the corner the two men lounged in chatting, despite all his best 
intentions. 


There was a lot of eye candy here, to be fair. Metinna could always boast good views whether you 
found yourself outside or indoors, the people often as lovely as the rolling hills and picturesque 
valleys. 


And it had been rather a long time since Lambert had last sought out company if he was being 
honest. 


There had been a strange surge in monsters lately and he had been kept busy chasing contract after 
contact. His purse had never been so full. Enough for even him to indulge in a luxury like this 
bathhouse and maybe find some entertainment later, a welcome respite from his usual fair of a cold 
stream and his own hand. 


But ever since that noonwraith in that little hamlet outside Caravista...or, no - earlier than that? The 
pair of griffins near New Assengard, the one that the female had turned out to be royal slumming it 


with her unpedigreed mate? Maybe that mage in Neunreuth, the one that had thrown that weird 
green spell at him and then disappeared? 


Definitely sometime after that village a day south of Rhys-Rhun where he had hired himself out to 
pick apples just for the coin, flat broke for weeks and so badly in need of repairs he had turned 
orchard worker for lack of available witcher’s work. 


Honestly, it was hard to say. Time had always been kind of a blur for him ever since... Well. Let's 
just say he had stopped marking the years when suddenly there was no one around anymore worth 
marking them with. 


"Hey," came a splash and pleasantly husky rumble from his right, knocking him out of his thoughts 
as someone stepped into the pool next to where Lambert lounged on one of the benches set into its 
sides. He looked over to see gold eyes watching him back and his heart nearly stopped. 


Lambert hadn't seen another witcher since... Since the final attack on Kaer Morhen. He had started 
to think maybe he was the last. Not just from his own school but the last witcher on the entire 
continent. 


But obviously he had been wrong - very wrong - judging by the fact that he was quickly bracketed 
in by second witcher sitting down on his left. 


He tried to tell his body to relax. That they were unlikely to attack him in so public a place. But it’s 
hard to fight a lifetime of habit, especially one as long as his. 


“We noticed you watching us,” purred the first witcher, a lopsided grin on his face. 


“Sorry,” Lambert mumbled, keeping his gaze low and unthreatening. He had just wanted to enjoy a 
soak, not have to fight two other unknown witchers, naked and without his swords. Plus, they 
weren’t wrong, he had been staring. 


He could practically see Eskel’s disappointment face at his rudeness. If the mutations hadn’t taken 
away his ability to blush, his cheeks would be burning a bright rosy red right now. “Didn’t mean 
anything by it. l'Il, uh - leave if you like.” 


“I think you misunderstand us,” came the smooth voice of the second witcher, like silver polished 
to a gleaming shine flashing in the dark. “We were thinking you might like a closer look.” 


Lambert’s eyes shot up to look at the first witcher, taking in the lazy grin as he sprawled back on 
the little inset bench. He leaned on one bronzed and well-muscled arm slung back against the 
pool’s lip, clearly putting himself on display. A scar crossed over a sharply chiseled face from the 
upper left of his forehead slashing across to just under his right eye. A miracle he hadn't lost it 
entirely. 


His long dark hair hung in curls around his face, the water making it impossible to tell the color. He 
sported a set of diagonal slashes on his chin running parallel to each other. Claw marks if Lambert 
had to guess. 


He turned to see the second witcher watching him with a heavy-lidded look. He wore a smirk 
framed by a neatly cropped beard highlighting cheekbones that looked sharp enough to cut and his 
hair was cut just as neatly. Shaved close on the sides and longer on top, it dripped wetly over his 
eyes but Lambert could imagine it styled up with some wax, or tousled from someone running their 
hands through the coarse strands... 


As if reading his mind, the second witcher leaned in close, a whispered “You can call me Semir,” 


ghosted warmly against his ear. His fingers trailed damply against Lambert’s arm as he leaned 
back again, an innocently deniable gesture if they were noticed. 


Metinna was one of the more open-minded cities, but there were still limits on what would be 
accepted in public even here. 


Lambert swallowed hard, knowing both of the other witchers could hear the little whimper in the 
back of his throat he couldn’t help but make at the touch. 


“Master Rennes, sir?” Three sets of eyes looked up at the interruption, the young bath attendant 
visibly nervous to suddenly find themselves the target of three very intense pairs of golden eyes. 


“That’s me,” Lambert said with only a little hesitation. After a few...altercations in his younger 
years, Lambert had started getting a reputation as a trouble maker. As that reputation spread, he 
had learned to start giving other names if he didn’t want to risk being turned away. He had never 
really gotten out of the habit, even if he was less likely to start a fight these days. 


“Your bath - erm, it’s ready? Room number five, on the left. Please exchange the key at the front 
desk for your things after your hour unless - unless you would like to purchase more time.” Then 
he practically threw Lambert a key with a little board chained to it bearing the number “5” and 
scurried away. 


“Rennes, eh?” said the witcher that had introduced himself as Semir, a curious note in his voice. 
“Never met a Rennes before. Have you, Art?” 


“No, I haven’t,” the first witcher - Art - replied, biting the edge of his own lip with a pointed 
canine. “What part of the continent is that name from?” 


“Don't know,” Lambert said with a half shrug. And he didn’t. At first he had just made up 
whatever name came to him in the moment, only to forget them after hardly a handful of moments. 


Bit embarrassing to stand there hearing some poor working girl asking half the room for the name 
you had given them only to suddenly realize it was you they had been looking for, eating up half 
your rented time. 


Lambert had quickly learned to use names he could recognize, going through a list of fallen 
brothers as the situation called for. Inns and taverns, it was kind of nice to hear Eskel or Geralt’s 
name called out again, pretend like it was the old days when they would run into each other on the 
Path. Anything more...intimate like a brothel or a molly house or even a bathhouse like this one 
when he was feeling unusually optimistic, he would choose a name of a Wolf before his time that 
he had never actually met. 


Kept things from getting awkward. 


But it’s not like he believed “Semir” or “Art” were the other witchers’ true names either. Well, as 
much as most witchers had true names, anyways. But they were in a Metinnian bathhouse, after all 
- there were certain rules to this sort of thing. 


Speaking of... 


Lambert waggled the key. “Seems my bath is ready, gentlemen. I don’t suppose you would care to 
join me?” 


He was nearly startled by the speed of the splashes as Semir lunged up and out of the pool, 
extending a hand to help first Lambert then Art out as well. They grabbed some of the towels from 


the piles left everywhere, folded and ready for guests to use. A quick wipe down, and then 
wrapped around the waist, the three of them headed for the other wing of the bathhouse that held 
the private bathing tubs. 


As soon as they had gotten the door shut Semir had Lambert pressed up against it, long fingers 
twisting into his salt and pepper hair as those lips devoured his own. Lambert shakily held out the 
key and felt someone take it, heard the click of the lock - but all his attention was on the mouth on 
his, the body pressed up against his. 


It's been a while since he's had any sort of company, much less this enthusiastic. Whores charged 
too much for this sort of thing, and even then it’s still a bit too formulaic, too performative. But 
there was nothing performative about Semir slotting his leg between Lambert's own, the feeling of 
the other man’s interest he could feel pressed up against his hip. 


If this had all been a ploy to get him alone, to take him out; Lambert thought it might just be about 
worth it. 


Lambert ran his fingers down Semir’s sides, mind absently cataloging the feel of raised scars and 
smooth skin, gripping, clutching those bare hips to his as his towel began to slip. 


“How do you like it, then?” he heard Art purr. Lambert broke off the kiss to see the other witcher 
curled around Semir. His slit pupils were blown wide, his face close enough to kiss where it rested 
on the other man's shoulder. 


So Lambert did, chasing those plush lips with his own, smiling at the sound of Semir moaning 
between them. 


He broke away to answer. "Anything," he panted. "Everything." And gods was it true, but... "But, 
it's been a while." 


"Shhhh, it's okay. Let us take care of you," Semir said as he recaptured his lips in a kiss Lambert 
felt like he would be happy to drown in forever. 


"We've got a room at the inn next door if you want to join us," Semir offered as he helped Lambert 
dry his back before wrapping his arms around him and pulling him against his still wet chest, 
undoing his efforts. 


Lambert’s laugh quickly turned into a moan as Semir dipped his head to nose along Lambert’s 
neck. Semir slowly licked a stray droplet off Lambert's shoulder making him shiver, and he could 
feel both their bodies attempting to stir despite his current state of happy exhaustion. 


The edges of Semir’s goatee tipped up into a smirk against his skin as they watched Art trying to 
surreptitiously tuck a few of the bathhouse’s various vials into his towel. “Room number eight, on 
the third floor just at the end of the hall. Bed isn’t huge, but I’m sure we can figure something out,” 
Semir growled into his ear. 


Lambert groaned, considering it for all of a second because really, what was there to think about 
when an offer like that was on the table? "Yeah, sounds good. Got to pick up my armor from the 
blacksmith, run a few errands. Then I can meet you there?” 


“Run them fast, okay?” Art said, stepping into his space and pressing flush against him, driving 
him further into Semir’s arms. 


“Yeah, I will,” Lambert said, hearing the breathless whine in his own voice and not caring. If these 
two asked it of him he would get down on his knees - again - and fucking beg at this point, and he 
was past caring who knew it. 


He was rewarded with a kiss from Art, Semir nipping a trail of soft bites down along his shoulder 
that made Lambert shiver. 


They ended up needing that extra hour after all. 


As he walked down the hall to retrieve his belongings from the attendant at the desk, Lambert 
couldn’t help the small smile that had taken up residence on his face. It felt strange, like pulling on 
new gloves when they were still stiff and he was unaccustomed to them yet. 


The attendant nervously smiled back as he handed over the bathing room key in exchange for his 
packs and gear, before heading in the direction he was pointed to for the room where guests who 
weren’t staying at the adjoined inn could change. 


The medallions went on first as always. He would have preferred not to take them off at all but this 
bathhouse had a strict policy to prevent problems among its clientele. It also had about the best 
reputation one could hope for, which was the only reason Lambert trusted it with something so 
important. Not his - fuck his medallion - but Aiden’s medallion was worth more to him than he 
could say even after all these years. 


Over that went his clothes, armor, weapons - the uniform of a witcher as much as any of them had 
one he supposed. He pulled his wolf medallion out, adjusting it to rest visibly on his chest. An 
advertisement should someone be interested in hiring a witcher as much as a warning for any who 
might have the very stupid idea of challenging him. 


There were days enough he would keep it tucked away too, whenever he wished to pretend he was 
just some hired sword and forget what they had made him into all those years ago. Certainly got 
better deals at the shops when he did. 


Aiden hadn’t been like that. The Cat had always loved being a witcher. Loved the strength and the 
speed that came with the mutations, the hunt and the fighting that came with the job. The enhanced 
stamina too, which not so coincidentally was also one of the few things Lambert did enjoy about 
them being witchers. 


And maybe that’s part of what had drawn Lambert to him, Aiden’s easy acceptance of their natures 
that he himself had never quite managed. 


Not today though. Today was one of those rare days he felt good about being a witcher again. 


He found himself thinking of Semir’s easy grin, of the humor sparkling in Art’s eyes. The way 
they had held him between them, hands gripping his hips tight... 


Right, the sooner he ran his errands, the sooner he could enjoy the rest of his evening. 


And wasn’t that a pleasant thought? Almost as exciting as their plans in and of themselves was the 
hope that there would be company eagerly awaiting his return. Not just one companion either - and 
oh but that would be enough - but two. And witchers besides with all the advantages and unspoken 
understandings that went with it. 


It had been a very long time indeed. 


Lambert knew whatever this was, it couldn’t last. Come morning they would all be on their 
separate ways again, and he would like as not never see either of them again. 


And too, they seemed to have a thing going on. Some long-standing arrangement he couldn’t - 
wouldn’t compete with. But being invited to join in - just getting to be around other witchers again? 
Being allowed to hope that maybe one day their Paths might cross once more? 


Lambert knew how dangerous this was, knew that he probably shouldn't. Knew that he might be 
better off in the long run just turning around now and riding on out of town before he got any more 
attached but... 


The thought of it all quenched something deep within him he hadn’t even realized he needed. 
Seeped into his soul and filled up all the withered little cracks and chinks that had accrued over the 
years. 


It felt...nice. It felt better than nice, actually. Felt like something that could keep him warm on 
those cold nights when it was just him and his campfire and the aches of a life hard lived. So he 
would take as much as he could get now, hoard memories of today like dragon’s gold for those 
lean times out on the Path. 


Lambert picked up his pace. 


Leave the heartbreak for tomorrow, he thought. Today he would grab onto everything he was 
given with both hands. 


He found his way back to the street with the bathhouse and the inn easily enough, tucked in next to 
a row of shops catering to travelers. 


Lambert took a deep breath before he opened the door and went in, stopping again to let his eyes 
adjust to the indoor gloom after the bright sunshine outside. Around him, he could hear and smell 
all the usual scents and sounds of an inn like this - fresh bread, hearty stew, happy patrons. 


But there was one pair of voices in particular he was looking forward to hearing again... 


"do you think he's coming tonight?" came Art's voice faintly from somewhere above, muffled by 
walls and distance. 


Lambert knocked twice on the nearby wall as he headed for the narrow stairwell. No telling if they 
would hear or even recognize the signal. If their schools would even have used something similar 
to the old code the Wolf school used when your ability to hear inside a twisty old castle was often 
better than your sight lines. But at least he wouldn't feel like such an eavesdropper. 


Not like they didn't also have the same enhanced hearing he did, either. Hazard of the profession as 
it was. They probably clocked him as soon as he stepped inside the inn. They sure weren't trying to 
keep their voices down, but Lambert could be polite and shit when he tried. 


"I think I can hear him on the stairs now, so yes I think he’s coming. Many times if I get my way." 


Lambert grinned at that, even as he had to stop and let a washerwoman with a huge basket of linens 
pass by. 


"Come on, come to the keep with me this winter. Let Treyse and those others deal with their own 
problems this year while you're tucked up all safe and cozy with me." 


"You know I've got responsibilities," Art replied with a sighing sound. 


"I'm sure they can manage. Winter should be about resting, recharging. Eating your fill, getting 
drunk with your pack, taking them for every last cent at Gwent. Dormund does this apple crumble 
for Yule, you wouldn't believe how fucking good it is. You've got to come try it. Much better than 
letting yourself be worked to the bone by those assholes at your school." 


"Hrm, maybe you should invite our new friend instead. He looks like he could use some feeding 


up." 

"Hng. Don’t think l’m not tempted. Can you imagine, both of you curled up in my bed, the smell 
of you together in my furs? I'd never leave my room again, don't care what ol' Dormund’s got on 
for dinner. Would that...would that be something you want?" 


"Not like we actually know the guy, can only guess what school he's from. Rennes could be a 
Viper for all we know." 


"Hrm,” Semir said with a sly tone in his voice. “Better inspect him very thoroughly for scales then 
first." 


Lambert could hear Art’s laughter even through the door as he knocked, bubbling up and spilling 
out into the hall as Semir opened it. 


Lambert's mouth went dry at the sight of the two men, both bare-chested and smiling to see him. 
He could still see the slowly fading bite marks they had all left on each other and knew he must 
look much the same under his armor. 


Art waved from where he lounged on the bed further in the room, Cat medallion resting on his 
chest which - huh. Bit of a surprise maybe, but it’s not like Lambert had a school register to check 
against, was it? Aiden had said there were a handful of his brothers he still thought trustworthy. 
Bound to be a few of them still kicking about. Hopefully, Art was one of them. 


“Rennes! Come on in, make yourself at home,” Art said with a sweeping gesture of his hand. “It’s 
not much, but hopefully you’ ll find the company makes up for it. 


“Can I help with anything?” Semir asked as Lambert stepped inside, gesturing towards Lambert’ s 
cloak and weapons and armor. Lambert swallowed nervously before nodding. Even though he had 
become intimately familiar with both of them today, letting another witcher near your armor and 
your weapons was a whole other level. 


Semir’s own medallion was twisted around. As he reached for Lambert’s cloak pin, Lambert 
reached out to straighten it, to see what - 


What - 


The next moment he knew, he had Semir pressed up against the wall, one of his knives at the other 
witcher’s throat, the wolf’s head medallion the other witcher was wearing around his neck clutched 


in Lambert’s fist. 
“Where did you get this?” Lambert hissed into the sudden silence. 


“Could ask you the same about yours,” Semir said with a swift glance towards Lambert’s own 
where it lay on his chest, his cloak having been dropped forgotten on the floor. 


“Its mine, and I asked first. Wait,” Lambert took a deep breath, scenting the air. ” Are you - this is 
turning you on?” 


“Don’t kink shame me. This is practically how Art and I met,” Semir sniffed primly. “Apparently I 
have a type. Anyways, they gave it to me just after the Trial of the Grasses. Told me to go activate 
it at the Circle of Elements for the next one.” 


“Old Speartip is one deep sleeper,” Lambert began the old rhyme all the trainees learned within 
their first few weeks at Kaer Morhen. 


“Wake him up and you'll sleep deeper," Semir finished, his brow furrowing; mirroring back at 
Lambert the same confusion he was sure was all over his own face. 


Lambert let go of Semir’s medallion and lowered his knife, still not quite sure what was going on 
but...he had found another Wolf. He didn’t know how yet, but...but he wasn’t alone. 


“And the other one?” Semir asked softly, moving slowly as if to calm a spoked beast. Not too far 
off the mark maybe. He hooked a finger under the second chain peeking out from Lambert’s collar. 
When Lambert didn’t move to stop him the other witcher lifted it, and Aiden’s medallion swung 
free to rest on his chest against his own. Semir nodded at the second medallion. “Going to tell us 
that’s yours too?” 


“What? No,” Lambert answered absentmindedly, still trying to figure out how this witcher he had 
never seen before today could in fact be a Wolf. “The Cat medallion... it belonged to a witcher 
named Aiden. We...He died." 


"Only Cat named Aiden is a ten-year-old trainee,” growled Art, sounding tense but no closer. 
Lambert had heard the whisper of a knife being pulled from hiding, but the Cat was staying back 
and letting Semir handle things his way. For now. “No reason an outsider should know anything 
about him, certainly no reason you should have a medallion you say belongs to a trainee that hasn't 
even gone through the Trials yet." 


“No, it was...he died awhile ago.” 


“T'm older than I look, Rennes, and I’m telling you there’s never been another Aiden at my 
school.” 


Lambert sucked in a breath. That meant...fuck, he hated mages. “I...there was a mage, a few 
contracts back. Didn't think anything of it. He cast a spell and disappeared. How it goes sometimes, 
right? Thought he just had a different way of portaling or something but what if...what if it was me 
that got...shifted?” 


“This mage send you across the continent hard enough to knock your brains loose or something?” 
Semir asked, relaxing to lean more comfortably against the wall. 


“No, in - in time? I think maybe I'm in the past, my past anyways. Monsters had been thin on the 
ground - could go weeks without seeing a contract and then suddenly they're four - even five to a 
town. Never seen them so plentiful in my life, but what - I'm going to turn down the coin? Pfft.” 


“Doesn’t smell like your lying,” Semir said as he looked over at his partner. “You believe him, 
Art?” 


“T m not the one he’s pulled a knife on. But might explain why he's so easy to trust strange witchers 
if our schools figured out how to get along again in the future.” 


Lambert couldn't help the dark laugh that escaped him at this, the crushing weight of what he had 
unknowingly been thrown into suddenly seizing him. "What - what year is it?" 


“Its 1197,” replied Semir. 


“No - it’s 1198,” Art corrected him. “I was in Cinta last year, they were making a big deal about 
their new little princeling.” 


“There you go then, 1198.” 


Lambert pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes, the handle of the knife pressing awkwardly 
against his forehead. “Nononono.” 


"Hey," Semir said, reaching out to rub his hands down Lambert’s shoulders, gathering him in 
awkwardly against his chest. "What - " 


Lambert just lowered his hands to look at him, mystified. “I was just threatening you.” 
“Yes, and a fantastic job you did of it too. We were both very worried - “ 


“You’re strange,” Lambert informed him, wondering how it seemed the Cat was the sane one in 
their relationship. 


“You’re the one claiming to be a time traveler,” Semir said with a shrug and a grin. “Now, why 
would the idea of the schools getting along be so upsetting?” 


“Because they don’t get along - far from it. The schools all get attacked - by mages, villagers, 
Emperors, even..." Lambert flicked his eyes to Art. "Even by other schools. They’re all wiped out, 
no more witchers. Just - just me. I'm - I thought I was the last one, until I saw you two in the pool 
earlier." 


"The last? The last what? What the ploughin' hells are you talking about?” asked Semir, the humor 
gone from his voice and replace with an oddly familiar steel. 


“The last witcher. The last made - the last to survive.” 
"What, that's impossible,” Art protested. “There's six - " 


“No one's seen a Manticore in decades, I've looked. Wolfs, Cats, Griffins, Vipers, Bears - all the 
keeps destroyed, the caravan too. Almost every Witcher killed, mostly in the attacks but there were 
so few of us after. We kept getting picked off over the years and it’s not like there was anyone 
making new ones, not - not like we were made anyways. For a while, a handful of us Wolves still 
met up for the winters at Kaer Morhen until...until there was just me. I used to hear rumors of a 
Bear or two but that dried up ages ago,” Lambert stiffened as a realization struck him. “But now - 
we can stop it. We've got to. We can warn them - " 


“Vesemir, this is crazy. He - ” 


“Fuuuuuuuuucking hells. No. Fucking kidding me? Of course. Of course it's you, I should've 


known...” Lambert slumped in Semir - in Vesemir’s arms, dropping his forehead on the shoulder in 
front of him. He could feel a strange sort of laughter creeping up in his chest - the kind that once it 
started was hard to stop, the kind that wasn’t exactly sane. 


“T take it you've heard of me?” 
“You - you fucking trained me. You’re Kaer Morhen’s fencing master.” 


Vesemir just laughed like he wasn’t holding a half-mad witcher prophesying a dire future for all 
their kind. “Now I know you're lying. Like hells would Deglan ever make me an instructor - it's 
only slightly less likely than me ever letting him.” 


“Do you have your bonnet yet?” Lambert asked, wincing. 
“What?” 


“You had this ratty old bonnet, ugly as sin. I would steal it from your trunk and...and prance around 
in it. Do - oh, this is going to sound so stupid - I would do impressions, make Geralt and Eskel 
laugh. Called it your courting bonnet.” 


Art laughed. “I told you that thing was ugly.” 

“Puck, Art - you’re Guxart, aren't you?” 

“Hrm... well, you’ve got the better of both of us it seems.” 
“Lambert. My name's...Lambert.” 

“Don’t know a Wolf named Lambert.” 


“And you won’t for about three more decades at least. l’ ve not even been born yet,” and this time 
Lambert couldn’t help the giggle that slipped out. 


“So what do we do?” 


"We stop the attacks somehow. Warn the schools. And then...I dunno. I guess I find a mage to send 
me back? Not like I've really got anything to go back to though, not anymore." 


“What if...what if you don't go back?” Vesemir said, throwing a look to Guxart who shrugged and 
nodded. 


“What?” 


“Well, if we manage to prevent the attacks, will you even have a time to go back to anymore? You 
could...you could stay here,” he said, his breath hot against Lambert’s neck in a way that was very, 
very distracting. “For a bit. If you like. /’ve certainly not been anyone’s fencing master so that 
means we should have some time, right?” 


“T suppose. But what about...” 


“What about what?” Guxart asked softly as his dextrous fingers made quick work of the buckles on 
Lambert’s armor. 


“Past-me, I guess? Two Lamberts running around might be a bit much. But...wait - you said you 
didn’t know anyone named Rennes. 


“Aside from you, well, yeah I don’t,” Vesemir said, his attention now seemingly more on helping 
Guxart divest Lambert or his armor than Lambert’s temporal crisis. 


“But Rennes was a Wolf,” Lambert said, lifting his arms as Guxart pulled his pauldron straps over 
his head, followed by his cuirass. He was struck by the surrealness of the situation, but in for a 
penny and all, he supposed. “I mean, I never met him but we always suspected you and he...” 


“You’re the only Wolf I ever met calling himself Rennes,” Vesemir said, his hands sliding under 
his shirt, over his hips and gliding up his sides. 


Guxart started laughing, ducking his head to muffle the sound in Lambert’s shoulder. “Oh sweet 
Melitele - it’s you,” he said when they both turned to look at him, confused. “You damn Wolves 
never seem to realize what right under your damn noses. There’s no other Rennes, never was. It’s 
you the whole time, calling yourself Rennes. But it sounds like whatever you tried back in your 
timeline didn’t work. So we need to figure out what that was and try something else.” 


“Solves the problem of younger you as well, whenever that comes up,” Vesemir said with a shrug, 
like it was as simple as that. 


“I - “ Lambert’s mind spun. His whole world - his life - was spinning out of control. Time travel, 
conspiracies, protecting the schools. It was too much for one man, even if that man was a witcher. 
He couldn’t - 


“What do you need?” Vesemir whispered against his shoulder, his breath hot on Lambert’s skin. 
He could feel Guxart pressed up close behind him, nosing the short hairs on the back of his neck, 
scenting him. Could feel both men’s interest, the recent revelations seemingly having only delayed, 
but not dampened, their intentions for the evening. 


“Tomorrow? A plan. Some help, if you would be willing. But for tonight...” 
“Yes?” two voices chorused, nearly in sync. 
“Tonight I think I would like to stop thinking.” 


“Can definitely help you out there, Lambert,’ Guxart chucked into his ear before biting it and 
making him suck in a breath. 


“Rennes,” he gasped out. “You had better just keep calling me Rennes.” 


“So, Rennes then,” Vesemir murmured as he nosed under his jaw, their beards scruffing against 
each other in a rather delightful way. “Feel like spending winter with the Wolves of Kaer 
Morhen?” 


“There’s just about nothing on this whole continent I could want more,” Rennes said, twisting 
slightly to capture Vesemir’s lips for a kiss. 


End Notes 


Like it? Hate it? Comments are life! 


Also, there's going to be a few "missing sexy scenes" added that take this fic from a Mature 


to an Explicit rating once the challenge ends, so you should probably subscribe to be 
updated if that's something you'd be interested in. © 


If you want to know more about this version of Lambert, he is from Alzur's Legacy - The 
Witcher (Fan Film), the excellent 1-hr 43-minute crowd-funded fan film that's amazingly 
available in it's legal entirety on youtube for free. It is in Polish, but you can turn on 
subtitles for your preferred language. Please give it a watch, it's well worth the time of any 
fan of The Witcher. (WARNING: MCD right at the start, canon-typical violence, etc.) 


This version of Vesemir is from the trailier to The Witcher: Nightmare of the Wolf, 
coming to Netflix August 23rd. 


And Guxart? Technically he's from the comics & related source materials, but you'll find 
he tends to show up wherever he pleases. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


